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THE CROWN OF TOIL 

I, TOO, have toiled and bowed beneath a load, 
And longed through lagging hours for setting 

sun ; 
Have sought my rest confused when day was 

done, 
And fretted that my zeal had scarce made road, 
I, too, have felt the sting of lash and goad 
In hands of stupid arrogance, when none 
Showed pity for the toil I would not shun. 
Though it consumed but no reward bestowed. 
For I would know the burden and the toil 
Which bear the world to more enlarged estate; 
And with sad patience till the harvest soil 
To learn, at last, the things divinely great : "^ 
Lest I should lead my days in lettered ease. 
And spend my soul in strains attuned to please. 



AD ASTRA 

Lord I accept this robe of warring flesh, 
The world that binds my spirit's eager flight, 
The pain of wounds that daily bleed afresh. 
And toil that baffles sleep through anxious 

night. 
These I accept from thee, O Lord, and pray, 
Not that the warfare cease, nor toil be less ; 
But for thy love to strengthen me by day. 
And through the anguished nights of my dis- 
tress. 
When vision fails, lead me with light divine 
To trust thy providence, though hope departs; 
And know the beauty of the world is thine. 
Though contradictions veil it from our hearts. 
So shall my soul in toil a harvest glean. 
And pass through pain to peace of years serene. 



MUTATION 



A LITTLE while, and they who suffer cease, 
And have no being more upon the earth ; 
Destruction overtakes them in their mirth, 
Or stricken sore they long for death's release. 
A little while, but filled with broken peace 
As suffering days deny the hope of birth. 
They struggle for their faith and cherished 

worth 
To pass rejoicing not in hope's increase. 
Decay and wrath on every hand await 
Their human works wrought with aspiring toil ; 
And they who labor, ere the task is done. 
Are stricken in their ways by sleepless fate ; 
And he, who sowed with hope the morning 

soil. 
Reaps not the harvest that his strength has won. 



MUTATION 
>L II 

Why for perfection strive, noble and pure, 
As though we spoke to them who perish not ; 
And shaped with wearied hearts eternal thought 
Which clothed in changeless being should en- 
dure ? 
Why strive we more for works abiding sure 
With joy unchanging of the years, which 

brought 
Their labored being to the crown we sought ; 
And deem that Time shall keep their fame 
secure ? 
f Why hope we more for unforgetting years, 

When we are but the moment's passing breath 
, And vanish, ere aspiring song is done, 
. Whose sweet persuasion falls on alien ears ? 
^ For we who perish sing to them whom death 
' Shall vanquish, ere perfection's crown be won. 



MUTATION 

^ III 

Yet shall we strive and hope, as though our 

days 
In sweet succession were by pledge assured, 
With years sufficient, till the heart secured 
Perfection of its task and learned its praise. 
Yea, we shall hope and strive through bitter 

ways. 
And think not of the wrong and pain endured. 
Yea, though deceived, by trust sublime allured, 
We still will worship what the heart obeys. 
So shall we perishing win perfect art. 
And they who perish shall behold its worth ; 
Till through perfection won the wearied heart 
Shall mock decay, and glorify the earth 
With deeds of noble beauty, which shall shine 
Undimmed through change to prove the work 

divine. 
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RENUNCIATION 

My sword is sheathed and spares its craven 

foes, 
My hand forgets its bitterness and hate ! 
No more I bare my arm to thrust at fate, 
Or more the guilty heart of shame expose. 
My sword is sheathed to flash no more, when 

blows 
Of secret envy for my passing wait ; 
Or smite the craven who would emulate 
With frowardness, what power divine bestows. 
Better is solitude of silent field. 
Where winds with wayward music soothe the 

day. 
And brooding green of yon deep forest wall ; 
Here I shall find no need for sword and shield, 
But prove my strength, while noble thoughts 

obey 
My high desire and beauty waits my call. 



REMEMBERED SORROW 

Speak not my name with sorrow ; spare the 

sigh 
And deep-thrust pang, when slow recurs the 

day 
That gave me swift release of soul from clay 
To gain its freedom, putting the body by ! 
For me the swelling note of song lift high ; 
For I have lived, fought well, sung roundelay 
Of love, and knowing not my life and way 
Have left its days with God to glorify. 
I knew not whence the spirit winged its flight ; 
Beyond the bar of death a kindly hand 
Held veil of love on its eternity : 
But, through the shudder and the pall of night, 
An arm of love has borne me past the strand 
Into the joy of life's high destiny. 



;c^ THE DAYS OF GOLD 

With task and dream beguiled the days of gold 
Gleam through the measure of the treasured 

years 
In College halls, with lustre time endears 
With lingering charm and memories manifold. 
We know their gold is pure ! what hopes they 

hold 
We shall attain ; what promise to our ears 
They speak, we shall fulfill ; we know not fears 
While they with courage high our hearts enfold. 
They in the future cast their radiance pure 
To light the ways our hastening steps shall fare, 
The while our dreams grow to reality. 
And though we fail the memories will endure 
Of days of gold with mingled visions rare, 
And kindled hopes too high for Fate's decree. 
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ANNUNCIATION 



Ring, joyous bells, upon the listening night 
Thy welcome for the year's best jubilee; 
Proclaim from echoing dome and pealing height 
Good will, and peace of Christ's nativity ! 
Carol glad tidings of diviner good, 
The centuries of strife and blood deny ; 
And chant to us of holier brotherhood 
And gracious ways that love shall glorify ! 
Peal forth the joy we fear to voice in song 
Across the gloom and pain of darkened days ; 
From sea to sea your echoed notes prolong 
And still earth's discord with your choiring 

praise ! 
Repeat, ye bells, to earth celestial peace ; 
For love shall reign to-day and hatred cease ! 



^ THE SUSQUEHANNA 

Broad -BOSOMED as an inland sea which 

sleeps 
Enisled with careless gems of shimmering 

green, 
And crowned with circling hills veiled with the 

sheen 
Of wavering mists that hide their rugged 

steeps ; 
From thy green shores in broad expanse there 

sweeps 
The lofty splendor of thy hills between 
Whose gentle arms thy gleaming course is seen 
With majesty thine ancient grandeur keeps. 
Upon thy bosom as a sea there smiles 
The verdant charm of myriad clustering isles; 
And slumbering clouds soft, veiling shadows 

cast 
Upon thine upland fields, whose lengthening 

miles 
Of green but make thy placid sea more vast 
And keep the memory of thy mighty past. 
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y^ HESITATION 

Thrust in thy blade among the ripened corn, 
The harvest beckons where thy hand hath need ; 
Upon the bursting stalk awaits the seed, 
If thou art strong and wouldst not empty 

mourn ! 
Stay not thy doubting hand with thoughts for- 
lorn, 
That time no more resounds with lofty deed, 
And freedom dies in lands her sword has freed ; 
While thou too late for scene of fame wast 

bom. 
Say not, the fertile fields are fruitless grown 
By treasured harvests reaped in days of gold ; 
And wrapped in memory yield no more to toil. 
Stay not thy strength, the harvest is thine own. 
If thou but strike about thee firm and bold. 
And weep not for the fruits of alien soil. 
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HAMAN AND MORDECAI 

Dost thou grow wroth beneath reproving eyes, 
And feel before an honorable man 
Conscious of secret guilt his frankness can 
Fasten upon thee through thy bold disguise ? 
Then take not counsel of thy heart to rise 
Against him secretly with evil plan ; 
Lest thou, like Haman, fall under thy ban. 
While he shall prosper whom thou didst de- 
spise. 
Thou knowest that thy wealth was gotten ill, 
And thou art sold to drunkenness and vice ; 
Therefore, beware ! when School and State bow 

low 
Before thy coffers and capricious will ; 
Lest thou shalt be thy gallow's sacrifice, 
Instead of him whom thou wouldst overthrow. 
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TO THOSE WHO DWELL AT EASE 

Who bound yon man with bonds of ceaseless 

toil 
And left your favored self in careless ease ; 
What fate or god gave you the right to seize 
A constant tribute from the labored soil ? 
Doth Heaven so the life of brutes embroil ; 
Or placed Omnipotence such wrongs as these 
Upon the human race ; or did it please 
The Lord to make one man his fellow's spoil ? 
Nay ! but the stronger brute through war and 

blood 
Gained stolen power and ease in lawless age ; 
And, having slaved his fellows, kept in power 
By right divine pretended ; and withstood 
With cunning laws the stroke of righteous rage; 
And called it fate, when he would men devour. 
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A REPROOF 

God passes not a second 6 me with power 
But to your midst His gifts in silence brings ; 
And those, whom He anoints your priests and 

kings, 
He doth not herald with fame's blatant hour : 
A second time He lendeth not His dower 
Of loveliness ye spurn for meaner things 
And leave neglected as a weed, that springs 
Where heat and dust its struggling life devour. 
O ye, who sing God's praise with hireling's 

voice. 
Who bow in stolen raiment at His shrine 
To worship Him with lips your hearts belie. 
Why will ye hold your hearts from better 

choice 
And blind them toward enduring things divine, 
While He you worship stands unnoticed by! 
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THE CROSS OF CREEDS 

How sprang your bitter hate from love divine, 
O Churches, bearing Love's redeeming name ! 
In separate hate you bow apart to shame 
The very Christ you worship at your shrine. 
Upon His suffering cross, you vaunt for sign, 
You crucify His love to feed the flame 
Of pride ; and, who holds not your creed, with 

blame 
And persecution you his faith malign. 
How can you win the world for Christ, when 

hate 
And pride of separate creeds your hearts de- 
ceive. 
Making you weak before united foes ? 
When you have made the heart regenerate 
Through love, the world will in your God be- 
lieve 
And Evil tremble in its final throes. 
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JUDGMENT 

Behold the righteous man and mark his ways 

And see, if any prospers more than he, 

In larger measure or more just degree, 

Or tastes of sorrow less through gracious days. 

The wicked prospers, though he never prays. 

And girt with pride he laughs at fate's decree; 

With easy hands he grasps prosperity, 

That mocks at merit and its toil betrays. 

But He, who bows the hearts of men, shall 

laugh, 
When their calamity and fear shall fall 
And silence wraps them in forgetfulness. 
Yea, He shall scatter them like leaves and chaflF 
And hold them in derision, though they call 
Upon Him when they perish in distress. 
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IDOLATRY 

Systems ! ye clamor, Systems, law and creed ! 
As though the very names were clothed with 

awe 
Pontifical, and had the power to draw 
The wrath of gods on him who did not heed. 
Like graven stone they are to living need ; 
Or bonds of agony, which none foresaw 
Who framed them with a wisdom blind to flaw 
And gauged the world to their complacent deed. 
O ye, who bow to them, think not the soul 
Was made to bend its ardent course to these ! 
Think not, that God hath shaped aspiring hearts 
To mate your patterned moulds, and make 

their goal 
Divinity whose will they fain must please. 
Bringing to poor conformity their parts. 
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THE TfflNGS UNSEEN 

" Not by might, nor by power, but by my spirit. " 

Not by world - worshiped might shall ye 

prevail, 
Nor by the panoply of strength be crowned, 
Nor hailed a monarch by vain-glorious sound ; 
For he, who trusteth in these things, shall fail. 
And not by power shall ye the froward quail, 
Nor by your riches make your state abound ; 
Though men should bow and tremble, if ye 

frowned. 
Yet shall your fame become an idle tale. 
But through the spirit shall eternal worth 
Be won alone and seemly honors, whose 
Unfading laurels shall more reverend grow 
By splendor of the gift, whose heavenly birth 
None may deny nor chastened praise refuse 
From hearts that win from yours celestial glow. 
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THE MOCKERY OF WOE 

I SHUN the stage, where blood imagined flows 

And sorrows sacred to the heart alone 

Are mouthed before a crowd ; and grief is shown 

Clothing a prostitute in sable woes. 

I scorn appeal of cruel, ensanguined shows, 

Where fashionable pity weeps with moan, 

Contagious as a jest, at goodness prone 

And suffering the power of vicious foes. 

Better to stay the cause of crime and pain, 

Than wring the mockery of tears from eyes 

That weep in common impulse with the 

throng : 
For of our sorrows more are felt in vain ; 
And most we give ourselves in sacrifice, 
Where we might stay the blow and ward the 

wrong. 
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THE WAY OF ART 

- IWRITE long and patiently or stay thy hand ; 
I The way is hard, and they who toil shall win ; 
/ Haste not with some fresh impulse to begin, 
I Before thou dost discernment understand. 
I Be not deceived ! the lack of skill may brand 
\ With rashness what to worship was akin ; 
And each presumption end in fresh chagrin 
At stinted praise the work could not command. 
The winning of the summit is not fame ; 
Nor on his brow will laurel crown be bent, 
Who toils not for the things which shall endure : 
But he shall win at last a cherished name, 
Who best defends each footstep's hard ascent 
And proves in paths untrod the way was sure. 
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ASPIRATION 

Weak, faltering frame thy ardent spirit souls ! 
When falls the weird, strange music of the sky 
From twilight lingering, what fear controls 
Its fading measures into mournful cry? 
Why dost thou tremble at the beauty spread 
Through living hue and tracery of flower ? 
Thou canst not clasp the phantom grace that 

shed 
Its loveliness upon the fragrant hour. 
Thou dost grow faint at space between the clod 
And sky ; and, when thy eager spirit calls 
Thee to aspire to heights thou hast not trod. 
Thou waverest and thy endeavor falls. 
For this beauty to sadness in thee dies, 
Thou art of earth, thy spirit of the skies. 



'I 
I 
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^ THE PRAYER OF LOVE 

Good night, dear heart ! while sleep is on the 

wing, 
May airy shapes of slumber visit thee 
On murmuring wings gleaming with mystery 
Of golden dreams which in their hands they 

bring. 
May twilight Hours, mist-clad and ravishing, 
Bear wavering lights of sunset's paling sea ; 
While choirs of evening Winds breathe melody, 
Passing on silver wings the while they sing. 
*l And I, through hours these spirit-shapes of air 
I Lead thee with glancing feet where they are 

fain; 
Or soothe thy slumbers with their rapturous 

strain, 
Will guard thy lovely presence with a prayer; 
And clasp thy hand, and kiss thy brow and hair. 
Waiting the dawn to welcome thee again. 
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^' WHITTIER PLACE 

Leave me in silence dwell, from fame apart ! 
I crave not loud repute with frenzied hours 
Of flattery, sicklied with dread my powers 
May lose an empire with the fickle mart. 
Beyond the moment's praise I hold my art 
That, calm and wrapped in silent splendor, 

towers, 
Where clamor dies and frantic fame devours, 
No more, the pure devotion of the heart. 
Leave me in silence dwell, where music falls 
From skies serene and echoes bear the strain 
Down wooded slopes to mingle with the stream : 
There I shall fare content, where Fancy calls. 
And pay my homage to no shrine in vain. 
But worship perfect art with love supreme. 
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' INTERCESSION 

I 

Where dost thou tarry, noble Mind ! and 

why 
Hast thou forsaken me, O heavenly Muse! 
Why doth thy countenance its light refuse, 
When from the sordid round my soul would ' 

fly? 
I hear thee not where gentle breezes sigh. 
Thy song rejoices not my solitude ; 
And, when with eager heart in heavenly mood, 
I seek thee, lo ! thy light has fled the sky. 
Am I bereft since I my way must press, 
And wilt thou leave me in the soil of life ? 
I have but fought and borne my troubled part. 
Where duty called with toil and weariness ; 
Nor doubted thee through bittemess and strife. 
But kept thy love enshrined within my heart. 
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X INTERCESSION 

II 

This day and generation know thee not, 
Thy worshipers are held in poor estate ; 
And they are few who seek with heart elate 
Thy favor as of old thy shrine was sought. 
But their reward is silence and their lot 
Is poverty, while no one heeds their dreams ; 
For wealth and honors wait on sordid themes 
And on thy song the age has cast its blot. 
Since thou art fallen, I will not forsake 
The proud devotion of thy glorious past 
— * And spurn thee for the present's meaner praise : 
But I will seek thee and with joy will take 
My portion, where my toiling lot is cast. 
So I from weariness my songs may raise. 
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-7^ THE FREEDOM OF THE SPIRIT 

Why art thou troubled, oh my soul ! what 

fears 
Awake within thee, casting down thine eyes, 
When thou wouldst look with joy and glad 

surprise 
On life and take for good, what there appears ? 
Cast wide thy view, my soul ; be free to live ! 
What good within the bounds of sense there 

lies. 
What sweet abandon that the day supplies, 
Are thine and God them unto thee doth give. 
Doth He not know, why He hath made us so, 
With longings deep and constant to be free ; 
Yet in our flesh conflicting want instills ? 
Then thank Him for the mounting flush and 

glow 
Of utmost life : for all its joy He wills, 
And all thy nature craves. He giveth thee. 
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HEIMWEH 

Within a wilderness I seem to dwell ; 
Where phantoms baffle me with sudden fright, 
While voices call and die from some veiled 

height, 
Whose echoes mock the terror of their spell. 
My steps no pathway leads, my feet know well, 
But I am ui^ed nor know I fare aright ; 
No beckoning prospect falls upon my sight, 
Nor radiant hopes my lagging powers compel. 
I hear as in a vision mirth and song. 
The pleasing cries of children at their play, 
And sounds from hands plying accustomed toil ; 
Yet feel with bitterness these things belong 
No more to me, and more I seem astray 
Wandering and doubting on an alien soil. 
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^ AT EVENING-TIME 

As homing birds fly toward the setting sun, 
When evening frames the sky in paling gold, 
And purpling shadows hill and wood enfold 
With softened rapture, when the day is done : 
I So, when the eager hours of toil are run 
I And I the pageantry of night behold, 
\ My haunting fancies in its presence bold 
\Wing toward the splendor of the night begun. 
From gleaming harvest fields, where they have 

toiled 
Through burning hours, my thoughts in home- 
ward flight 
Return within the bosom of my peace. 
And feel no more the cares which fierce em- 
i broiled 

\The day ; but rest in quietude of night, 
v\nd share with Nature joy in day's release. 



f 



28 



X 



CELESTIAL LIGHT 



Lead me, sweet spirit of Celestial Light, 
In ways of loveliness thy splendor shows ; 
Where calm abides and joy unfailing grows, 
As Beauty smiles from her exalted height. 
Be thou my guide, when lowlier charms invite 
To warm embrace; and mocking pleasure 

glows 
With soft delusion ; and the world bestows 
Its fulsome praise, that wounds with deadly 

blight. 
Urged by thy power unseen my soul shall fare 
In paths, that bloom with gentleness and peace 
To yield me calm delights and days of grace. 
Then shall I be of loveliness an heir 
Through years of joy, whose bounty shall 

increase 
Until I rest in Beauty's calm embrace. 



29 



CONTENTMENT 

Oh ! let me neither want nor have excsess; 
But pass with full contentment through my life, 
Not tasting empire won by selfish strife, 
Nor pressed to earth with care and weariness. 
When ardor fails and burdened years oppress. 
Renew in me the simple faith of youth, 
That Thou hast framed the world for final 

truth 
Though they who mock Thee should the world 

possess. 

/Content to live as flowers with simple trust 
f Their bloom and fragrance spend on hostile air, 
-4 Oh ! let me pass through cheerful days to death : 
I Believing through my doubt, that Thou art 

just 
And wilt uphold my feet, though I despair, 
And with thy love sustain my failing breath. 
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HUMILITY 

If one should smite me on the cheek, shall I 
Submit to his indignity and turn 
To him the other cheek ; rather than burn 
For vengeance, and with blows his blow defy? 
Within my heart I feel instinctive cry 
Against that meek submission, which would 

learn 
To love an enemy : fain would I spurn 
A foe and force him to relent or die. 
So I my nature feel ; and can not take 
Upon its right to stand and strike a foe 
The poor humility of peace, that He, 
Who loved as never man, for love's own sake 
Commanded ; nor unchanged in heart be slow 
To wrath, unless thou Lord dost humble me. 
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>t^ ENDURANCE 

God will not leave me comfortless in need ! 
Though on the thirsting land no rain descends, 
Though from the parching heat no cloud 

defends 
My stricken leaf, He whom I trust will heed 
My wants and spare in me His chosen seed ; 
And hope that trembles not at chance, but 

lends 
Me strength and courage till my being ends. 
And I shall bring to fruit my utmost deed. 
So that I do His sovereign will and bear 
With patient toil the work He sets my hand, 
Without the fear of men before my eyes. 
He will sustain my soul and lead me, where 
The kindly dews of night refresh the land 
With strength and peace the harsher day denies. 
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HE INSPIRATION OF NATURE 

I 

To thee, O Nature, oft I turn, when light 
And inspiration fail ; when days grow stern 
With withered hope, and nights of anguish turn 
The heart to bitterness its wrongs incite. 
Though thou dost lay on flowers a sudden 

blight. 
And from the wrathful skies in terror burn, 
Thou art beneficence to those who learn 
Thy ways and search thy purpose infinite. 
Through all thy tragedies a love divine 
Doth still the anguished cry of death with 

peace. 
Thy seasons fail not, but are led by plan 
Unvarying, though age in age decline ; 
And, when in loveliness thy terrors cease. 
Thy calm doth mock the fevered heart of man. 
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/ THE INSPIRATION OF NATURE 

II 

I FIND thee more divine than fevered man ; 
For thou art God made manifest in deeds 
Of mystery, as day to day succeeds 
And more unfolds the season's gracious plan. 
The power of man in blood and theft began, 
He still rejoices while his victim bleeds ; 
Still he doth fatten on his fellow's needs. 
And rules with bitterness of yoke and ban. 
He can not mingle with his own and be 
In deed and purpose led by pure intent, 
Which bends his selfish cause for common 

weal; 
He barters trust for poor cupidity. 
He strives in justice but on evil bent. 
And wastes his labor with perverted zeal. 
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/O'HE INSPIRATION OF NATURE 

III 

I HAVE no tears for our inflicted woe, 
Whose anguish deeper flows finding its pain 
By wisdom had been spared ; then weeps again 
Its bitter tears, when care might ward the blow. 
But, while my heart with pity melts, I glow 
With anger that our sorrows fall in vain ; 
And men accept birth-curse of yoke and chain. 
When manhood might its spoilers overthrow. 
^With needless ills men nerve the stroke of fate, 
\^ And haste the speeding feet of death for naught. 
f To break the toils their selfish acts have cast 
\ They die for phantom gods of lust and hate, 

I When to the bar of conscience they are brought; 
And deepen guilt to fly an evil past. 
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7^ THE INSPIRATION OF NATURE 

IV 

But thou, O Nature, hast the joy of peace 
Which lays in resignation doubt and grief ; 
And thou hast hope, when life denies relief, 
And freedom for the spirit's pure release. 
Thou givest beauty and thou dost not cease 

/ To charm with loveliness of flower and leaf ; 
Thou crownest labored fields with ripened 
sheaf, 

' And from the slender seed dost bring increase. 
From splendor unto splendor thou dost lead 
The heart, nor mar thy joy with envy's thrust. 
Nor claim obeisance to increase thy fame. 
I Thy loveliness begets no wanton need ; 
But thou art lovely in thy very dust, 
And most art won by pure and ardent flame. 



1 
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IVORCED IN MIND AND HEART 



Two lives I lead : the one with pained and 

slow 
Obedience conforms to outward things, 
And meets with fortitude, what duty brings 
Of self effaced or strife to undergo. 
The other beckons me where few may know 
Me for their kin ; and beauty softly wings 
The mystic air and, as she passes, sings. 
While kindled fancies at her presence glow. 
Divorced in mind and heart my lot I bear. 
Striving with strength to wage a manful part, 
But living in enchanted scenes the while, 
I know are true because divinely fair : 
And, when the day afHicts, my eager heart 
With visions doth the sordid hours beguile. 
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>^ A C^SURA 

Between two lives I stand ! the one is spent, 
Whose eager toil I followed with delight, 
And gave it ardent hopes with trustful plight 
Which it repaid with fame's equivalent. 
The other looms before my vision bent 
To search the guerdon it withholds from sight ; 
It veils the prospect with the hand of night, 
And guards with silence its divine intent. 
With purpose only am I left to strive, 
Seeking the goal my eager spirit saw 
Throned in a light supreme in days of youth. 
What, though the present fail, I shall arrive 
Where all my hopes their aspiration draw ; 
And shall attain, at last, the word of truth. 
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"^ ENCOMPASSED 

I, TOO, could grow as yon aspiring tree, 
Had I the boundless sky with naught between 
To filch the sun from me and pale the green 
Of pressing boughs, which urge and nourish 

me. 
Were I not thronged on every side, but free 
From rank, usurping growth, that makes me 

lean 
To breathe, distraught, the air that mocks 

serene: 
Then would I grow unto my full degree. 
Dost Thou, who gave me seed and hope of life, 
Demand the utmost spread of joyous growth. 
Yet bind me root and branch from sun and air? 
Then, what Thou givest, I will take with strife 
To be mine own amid contending sloth ; 
And be mine utmost through the year's despair. 
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THE CENTURY PLANT 



Through summers manifold with growth 

content 
I strengthened stalk and gained slow spread of 

leaf; 
When autumn lowered and corn was in the 

sheaf, 
Deeper the roots I thrust, still confident. 
From lengthening years I drew my nourishment 
Allured by hope, that made their seasons brief, 
There in me lay a flower beyond belief 
Most beautiful, when waiting years were spent. 
But now the niggard years have fled and left 
Me barren still, though by my side the rose 
Has spread its fragrant blush ; and crowned 

with gold 
The sceptred lilies mocked my hope bereft : 
And Fame on these her lavish praise bestows, 
But cares not for the fairer flower I hold. 
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THE SCORN OF SONG 

There was a time, a sweet, enraptured time, 
When fame sang vaunting to my eager heart, 
Before I knew the troubled way of art. 
Or silent pain of those, its heights would climb. 
Enough for me there dwelt a light sublime 
About their hallowed brows, from men apart ; 
And that they rose supreme above the mart 
Of wealth besoiled with slavery and crime. 
I held a faith, that lofty song would meet 
The warmth of generous response ; and men 
Would love the Maker for its glorious sound. 
But, now, feeling the scorn of song, I greet 
Fame's wanton face with unregarding ken. 
And pledge my art at shrine where worth is 
found. 
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THE WILD WRATH OF THE GALE 

What is man amid the wild wrath of the gale 
And the mad, fierce winds of the fog-scudding 

blast, 
And the merciless beat of the rain whirled past 
That the demon of storm casts forth like hail ! 
A voice of wrath is heard in the wail 
And the angry roar of the coming shock ; 
For the lord of the storm doth laugh and mock 
At the trembling hearts that fear and quail. 
The hosts of the air with the woods prevail, 
Till its brown, dead leaves are flung to the sky ; 
But the conquering blast, with a jeer, sweeps by. 
At the stricken wrecks it leaves in its trail ; 
And smites the oaks, as they bend and groan. 
Till the air is mad with the tempest's moan. 
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IN AUTUMN DAYS >< 



. The very air seems spent and vanished from 
The fields, and some diviner breath of peace, 

» Untroubled with begetting and increase, 

Broods with a pledge of gracious days to come. 
From slumbering skies no portent frowns of 

some 
Impending war : their dreadful passions cease. 
The languorous Hours from Summer's fierce 

release 
Drift by seeking a lost elysium. 

"^ The golden days unhasting fade in night ; 
Then through the limpid air the harvest moon 
Her empire leads amid adoring skies. 
Serene the valleys lie in golden light, 
Brooding content in their slow-dreaming swoon 
That passes not while day in splendor dies. 
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yC THE HUMAN FORM 

T) LOVELINESS supreme of human form, 
Sweet ecstasy endowed with spirit-grace ! 
More than thy beauty seems thy wistful face, 

^ When mystic tides its silent moods transform. 
That Nature doth such miracle perform, 
I thrill with awe and rapture, as I trace 
Each curve, where beauty lies in strength's 

embrace 
And mobile charms with loveliness conform. 
A stranger doth thy beauty seem on earth ; 

~ More fashioned for adoring realms of air, 
Where storm and passion die to heavenly mood. 
O loveliness of high, celestial birth ! 
More spiritual thou art than earthly fair. 
As round thy presence softened raptures brood. 
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ESDRAS 

I 

Are these of Babylon better than thy race 
Of chosen seed ? the anguished prophet cried, 
That Thou dost prosper them who have defied 
And wasted Sion in thy holy place? 
From Israel Thou dost seem to hide thy face, 
And more advance the heathen in their pride ; 
Thine enemies in peace and wealth abide 
Secure, while Sion Thou dost more abase. 
Weigh Thou our wickedness and see, if there 
Be any people who have feared thy name. 
But Israel ; or thy covenant obeyed. 
Behold the heathen and their strength declare 
Who have transgressed and filled the earth 

with shame ; 
While they who worshiped Thee are sore 

afraid. 
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ESDRAS 

II 

Then spake the angel unto Esdras, Lo ! 
Thy heart hath gone too far in things thou hast 
Not understood ; and thinkest thou, at last, 
The secret counsels of the Lord to know? 
Canst thou declare, what I propound thee ? Go 
Thy way and measure me the tempest's blast ; 
Or call the day, again, when it is past ; 
Or weigh the fire and, whence it goeth, show ! 
Open the places that are closed, and bring 
Me forth the winds that in their fastness rage ; 
Or show me, now, the image of a voice ! 
And I will straight declare this hidden thing. 
Why sorrow is thy people's heritage. 
While the wicked prosper and in peace rejoice. 
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ATTAINMENT 

O SOUL, thou hast obtained thy joy supreme ! 
Now art thou crowned from patient hope, at 

last; 
And, how thy years by kindlier fates are cast, '^ 
No hours more golden than this day shall seem. 
The joy is thine ! though, like a ravished dream, 
Its sweet caress atones the banished past, 
It shall not fade ! thy love shall hold it fast 
In presence that fairer through years shall 

gleam. 
Thy days of lowering greyness shall be cheered 
By its reflection, as the hidden sun 
Illumes the cloud darkened with face of night ; 
Thy days of calm with other joys endeared 
Shall seem but image of this fairer one, 
And borrow from its presence their delight. 



47 



> 



INSPIRATION 

Though studied elegance may charm the eye 
With chastened beauty wrought with perfect 

art, 
Subdued to nice proportions, where no part 
Obtrudes the schooled perfection to belie ; 
Though strain and phrase acceptable may vie 
With practised charm to lead the captive heart, 
Or wear prevailing form to please the mart 
And with the creeds of lettered art comply : 
Me pleases more the glowing word of fire 
Wrought from the ardor of the heart on flame 
With inspiration ; and set forth with toil. 
Me more the vision and the dream inspire. 
Chastened by genius, when the numbers came 
Like willing seed upon a waiting soil. 
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THE HOPE OF LIFE 

I 

Say not, that life is but endurance pained 
And sore ; a space wherein the creature man 
Is prey of Nature's powers left unrestrained 
To work their wrath against his will and plan : 
Where sudden blight the tender flower of hope 
Consumes through starlit nights of bitter frost ; 
And fate denies the seed a sunward slope 
To fall on desert places and be lost : 
Where wanton chance through winter's rage 

denies 
The gentle days of spring to bud and leaf ; 
Or sends the gloom of unpropitious skies 
To fill the summer's pregnant hours with grief. 
Say not, that Nature pitiless betrays 
The hope and trust of life with bitter days ! 
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V THE HOPE OF LIFE 

II 

Birth is a hope ! within its wondering eyes 
Anew the world is born, as on the day 
When Eden bloomed and earth was paradise 
Unmocked by death or saddened by decay. 
Life is a prophecy of trust sublime, 
Whose failing days of joy and weariness 
Seek, still, a glorious goal defying time 
Anew through each defeated year's distress. 
Death is transfiguration of the life 
Whose promise earth denied with ravished joys; 
It grants in fairer realm the crown of strife 
To heal the soul whose body it destroys. 
And though hope fails and prophecy betrays, 
Life shall be crowned with everlasting days. 
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^ THE BURDEN ^ 

Suggested by Heine's Aus grossen Scbmerzen 

Out of the soul's great sadness, and the pain 
That finds no healing from the melodies 
Of morning, nor the evening's calm refrain, 
The heart must lift its heavenly harmonies. 
On eager hands stretched forth to carve their 

dream 
And grave the fading splendor line on line, "^ 
Falls task of alien toil with will supreme. 
And leaves to weariness the work divine. 
Is this thy will, O God ! that bids us stay 
Harassed by weariness till we grow strong, 
That from the jar and discord of the day 
We lift exultant theme of deathless song ? 
Let pain and sadness, then, our passions still. 
So that we grow divine and do thy will. 
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K SOUL AND SENSE 

Teach me to reconcile the high and low, 
Nor fear in sense to mar my soul's desig:n ; 
Show me, within the earthly, thought divine. 
That I their mystic dnity may know ! 
Let me the strife of soul and sense forego ; 
And find within my being recompense, 
Keeping my soul amid the joys of sense, 
Till they in one harmonious current flow. 
I would not press my ardent soul to climb 
Some fancied height of spirit, though serene ; 
I would not grovel in the dust below, 
Nor lose, embracing joy, my trust sublime ; 
I would not call what Thou hast made unclean, 
But flesh accepting into spirit grow. 
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^ THE STRIFE OF THOUGHT 

STERN, imperious Thought! thy strife be 

still ! 
Thou art the lord of clay too weak to bear 
The burden of consuming quest, and share 
Thine ardent fervor with unwearied will. 
Urge not a distant purpose to fulfill ; 
Fan not the embers of ambition's fire 
To kindle fierce unrest of vast desire : 

1 meet thy purpose with no answering thrill. 
Leave me unto my wearied heart alone ; 
Pass with thy boast of empire more divine : 
No more thy fervor shall consume my life, 
No more thy splendors for lost joys atone. 
Thou shalt be lord no more, I am not thine ; 
Depart, imperious Thought, and cease thy 

strife ! 
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y BEAUTY AND LAW 

We find not God by seeking Him in law : 
How far we search through widening realms 

of fact, 
Upon all Nature rests an holy awe 
Of secret power beyond the outward act. 
Beauty supreme is not the deity ! 
Not by the mould of lithesome curve, nor gleam 
Of glancing form perfect beyond degree, 
The captive heart seeks in enchanted dream ; 
Nor through the chorused harmonies of hymn, 
That bears the soul upon its rapturous tide ; 
Nor loveliness, nor phantom veiled and dim, 
Shall yearning search for truth be satisfied. 
But he, who fact and dream his portion makes, 
On him the vision beatific breaks. 
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V REPOSE 



I 



Why should we labor more ! the day invites 
The soul to calm repose, and wait the play 
Of trembling light and shadow on the way 
The lash of ceaseless toil with rigor smites. 
The lilies toil not and no sorrow blights 
The rose ; but sweet with dews they greet the 

day 
With naught of wish beyond its hours, to stay 
And be content with storm or calm delights. 
Why should we labor more seeking for gain, 
We can not spend to fill the soul with joy, 
As Nature shares through summer hours of 

ease ? 
Why should we labor more through strife and 

pain 
To weary fame, and ceaseless cares employ. 
When striving least the simplest days most 

please ? 
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y REPOSE 

II 

Why should we labor sore and cease to rest 
Through languorous hours of summer's whiling 

peace ; 
When yielding most to joy the sweet increase 
Of field and wood in verdant wealth is dressed ? 
Why should we labor sore and be unblest 
Through anxious days, whose burdens never 

cease; 
Why sigh in vain for final hope's release, 
When we no more shall strive at toil's behest? 
For travail bfingeth forth but pain, at last, 
And weariness begets distaste of joy. 
And triumph won not worth the striving seems; 
Better a lot with sweet contentment cast, 
And riches of repose without alloy. 
Than strain the ear for praise in fevered dreams. 
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THE VIEWLESS EUCHARIST 

I BID my soul 20*186 above its need, 
Its thirst and hunger; and in helplessness 
Seek high communion, asking God to bless 
And guide the daily walk it fain would lead. 
I hold not more divine than man the creed, 
The sacrament and form, which men devise 
And boast by God inspired ; for, how they rise 
In search of Him, they are but human deed. 
In worship of the creed I crave no part, 
Nor in the moral code my God I find ; 
For these dim shadow Him I seek in whole. 
But I, within the temple of my heart, 
Within the holy of its holies shrined, 
Will keep the " viewless eucharist of the soul ". 
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THE SANCTION 

God kindling love a fever in the veins, 
Doth make of love an holy thing ; and they, 
Who prate that love may lead the heart astray. 
Bind fast the mood divine with social chains. 
But he more righteous is than God, who deigns 
To ban, what He hath sanctioned to obey ; 
And would repress life's tenderest joy in play 
For state unhappy he, as holy, feigns. 
The deepest, holiest joy that life can know. 
The secret of the bird and (lower, dear heart ! 
Is thy sweet gift of love thou yieldest me : 
And one in heart together we shall go 
To meet the speeding years and bear our part. 
Made stronger for our mingled destiny. 
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THE SOULS OF PEACE 

All is not learning that in books is found ! 
And he not learned is who only prates 
Men's studied phrases, or with glibness states 
A buried lore in leathern cerements bound. 
As Satan erst among the angels frowned, 
Ere he was cast headlong from Heaven's gates, 
The base and vile among the holy waits 
To seize the innocent with vaporing sound. 
Varied as life is that vast realm of books, 
Where potentates by gifts divine hold sway ; 
But garrulous adventurers increase : 
And he is wise who only lightly looks 
Upon the glamour, but whose thoughts obey 
The sweet persuasion of the souls of peace. 
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AS BEING FADES 

Is earth enough to feed the spirit's breath ; 
Shall its vexed days our being compensate, 
And span with birth and death the soul's estate 
With naught beyond to heal life's broken faith? 
Like as a father Nature pitieth 
Our needs, until the soul doth hesitate 
Voiceless and stricken, while vast shadows wait 
To wrap its being in the gloom of death. 
Take thou our earthly life, our being take, 
But stay thy hand, O Death ! upon the soul 
And seal it not with silence of the tomb ! 
Show us beyond its night a realm where break 
Immortal years, whose splendors shall extol ^ 
The heart that falters at oblivion's doom. 
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GROWTH 

Slowly a life unfolds by silent deeds, 
As stalk and bud in Nature gain their growth ; 
Slowly with toil incessant, spuming sloth, 
From crown to crown a life of peace proceeds. 
Silent as truth which wavers not nor heeds 
The pomp of show and loud, complacent oath, 
A purpose bom of thought and faith binds both 
The heart and hand where pure ambition leads. 
Seeking but worth and what has real content, 
A just reward for what its toil has wrought. 
And spuming wealth filched from the toiler's 

wage, 
A goodly life in silent tasks is spent 
To win through arduous days the goal it 

sought 
Of perfect works to prove its passing age. 
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ILLUSION 

In hours of weariness with purpose weak, 
Powerless I touch the work my hand has 

wrought 
And tremble, that the beauty I have sought 
Has fled, and noble words no longer speak. 
I dream of power beyond the will to seek, 
Which clothes in perfect guise the noble 

thought. 
And leads the strain with lordlier music fraught 
Than breaks with rapture on the moment bleak. 
But instant powers to man hath Heaven denied : 
It lays his way of art in ceaseless toil, 
And veils with parting mists his vision's goal ; 
So baffled ardor shall restrain his pride. 
Till truth may thrust through mask and glit- 
tering foil 
To lead the chastened beauty of his soul. 
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WHOM THE WORLD SHALL HONOR 

Poor is ambition which would mount to place 
Where it by deed and word may rule the 

crowd, 
Sure of a stage to babble forth in loud, 
Commanding speech and show its brazen face : 
Or would with self-asserting pride embrace 
The just prerogatives of those endowed 
With seal of noble powers ; and is not bowed 
With shame when truth upbraids and shows it 

base. 

(But happy is the man who strives with zeal 
To win perfection in his word and deed, 
Careless if these be crowned or pass unknown : 
For he has chosen, what endures with real 
And solid worth the coming years must heed ; 
And time and fame shall bring him to his own. 
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THE TRIUMPH 

I. Corinthians, xiii. 8. 

For whether there be noise of clamoring deed, 
Whose coarse importance dulls the present's ear 
With tumult of insistent cries that fear, 
Perchance, some one may pass who will not 

heed : 
Or boast of shameless power that seeks to lead 
The multitude of fools agape to hear ; 
Or knowledge mouthed by self-asserting seer 
To spoil the people with a knavish creed : 
Knowledge and tongues and prophecies shall 

fail,— 
Yea, they shall vanish as they had not been, 
And even memory of them shall cease ; 
But what is calm and lovely shall prevail. 
And what is just prevailing praise shall win 
With slow persuasion that the years increase. 
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DECaEPTION 

Who art thou, Fame ! the judge of quick and 

dead; 
And he whom thou dost laud is praised indeed, 
And, whom with silence scorned thou dost not 

heed. 
His work shall perish though by genius led ? 
What art thou, Fame! a voice that he must 

dread 
Who follows not the present's puerile creed, 
Nor will forego his perfect art for meed 
Of fawning praise thy busied minions spread ? 
Thou art with baleful light encircled round ; 
Thou dost consume whom thou wouldst 

glorify. 
And make him perish whom thou hast 

enshrined : 
Their lauded names shall be an idle sound 
To later age ; for thou dost most deny 
The great, and to enduring worth art blind. 
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THE ILLUSION OF FAME 

As partii^ clouds light with the vivid flame 
Of evening and command the busied eye, 
Which else had not beheld the changing sky 
Nor given thought upon its passing frame ; 
So he, who fares where sudden gleam of fame 
May on his common presence fitful lie, 
Compels the multitude to pause and ciy 
The mimicked praises of his fulsome name. 
Yet, like the cloud whose dulness gleams 

awhile 
With flames, whose fires are not within its fold, 
To darken more when that brief glory fails ; 
So he whose deeds the captive day beguile 
Shall pass unmarked, when fantasy grows cold 
And sane opinion over noise prevails. 
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THE CLOD 

This common thing I handle, what is it, 
But dust and clod beheld from year to year ; 
The like of gleaming frame of star and sphere, 
Which to our sight their universe commit ? 
What, though from elder days its name was 

writ. 
As if men knew its being whole and clear. 
Within the clod such mysteries appear, 
I hold it forth with reverence meek and fit. 
Could I but know, what starlike depths it holds. 
And what its atom-worlds in being are, 
How on their mimic orbits they are led ; 
And pierce the veil such mystery enfolds : 
The universe were mine from sun and star 
To being's depths, in living symbols read. 
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HASTE 

We drink the wine of life with hurried draft. 

Impatient for the splendor of reward ; 

And our slow process through the days discard 

To seize an honor by insistent craft. 

We drink the wine of life, as though we quaffed 

A burning potion of desire that scarred 

Our lips ; and scorned to taste, in labors hard. 

Its sweetness drop by drop the while we 

laughed. 
Our boding days too seriously we live 
To heed expansive pleasure proffer ease, 
Wherein we may awhile our souls invite. 
Yea! when our toil is past, what voice will 

give 
Us praise; what hand from swift oblivion seize 
Our frantic work forgotten in a night? 
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>C THE STUDENT 

Serene amon^ his books he dwells apart 
From daily share and commerce with his kind, 
Living within the world of his own mind, 
That feeds with heavenly loves his earthly 

heart. 
Before his eyes immortal beauties start 
To forms of living grace ; and echoes wind 
From songs remote, whose noble numbers bind 
His barren days with gracious years of art. 
His heart a goodly fellowship invites 
Of those who nobly lived and kept their trust 
In things of worth. And he in equal place 
May sit among the dead and share delights 
Of converse with the glorified and just 
Of every age, forgetting time and race. 
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"< THE CHOIR DIVINE >< 

Not ail who sing are of the choir divine ; 
Nor does a phrase felicitous and chance 
Proclaim them by its sounding circumstance 
Bom to the Muse for service at her shrine. 
For audience of song she doth incline 
Full many a heart to tuneful utterance ; 
Who failing may her gracious art advance 
By bearing praise to those who wear her sign. 
To tortured phrase divorced from sense she 

lends 
No gracious aid ; nor is she won by shows 
Of academic skill or arduous pains : 
But, whom she calleth, on his hands descends 
Her power unseen, which constant aid bestows 
To wed his ardent thoughts to gracious strains. 
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;^ THE ANOINTED 



Estranged before a doubting world they 

stand, 

Hearing the noise of fulsome, blatant praise 
Bestowed on him, who with pretense betrays 
The moment with the shams its lusts demand. 
They speak, but hear no answer through the 

land, 
While silence mocks the truth their zeal obeys; 
Their splendor falls unseen, while fame delays 
And scorns their triumph with averted hand. 
The earthquake passed ; the pageantry of fire 
With awful splendor bumed; the tempest 

broke 
Sublime with majesty : and, lo ! the Lord 
Was not in them, nor did His power require 
A world-compelling sign ; but when He spoke 
The unregarded voice revealed His word. 
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IN SPELL OF SHORELESS SEAS 

/When calm of twilight's deepenmg hour, that 
/ fills 

j The fevered heart of day with voiceless rest, 
I Descends with skies in paling splendors dressed, 
y And peace ineffable the glory thrills : 
jfhen, while the soul its eager being stills 
And flees the cares the warring day oppressed, 
Faring upon the cloud-isled seas in quest 
Of loveliness, that leads me where it wills, — 
The bounds of sense expansive flee in spell 
Of shoreless seas of paling light, that lie 
In calm infinitude of rest, where fears 
No more the burdened heart with thought 

compel. 
And I, who watch the calm, refulgent sky. 
Seem measureless amid eternal years. 
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EUTHANASY 

Dead in a flower ! and was it hard to die, 
Thy lips bosomed in exquisite delight, 
While honeyed bliss still fed thy failing might, 
And fragrant winds moaned for thee with a 

sigh? 
Sweet was thy fate within a flower to lie 
Entombed, as though thou felt no crueler 

blight ; 
And soothe with loveliness thy closing sight, 
When doom befell thou couldst no more defy. 
Bright errant wing of summer's flowering days, 
May, too, my fate, like thine, be sweet repose 
In arms of loveliness, as death descends. 
For death were peace, to pass on flowery ways. 
If fragrance should my wearied sense enclose, 
And beauty comfort me, as being ends. 
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IN THE LOVELINESS OF NIGHT 

I Oft have I watched the summer's moon 

through night 
Resplendent with infinitude of stars, 
And heard the wind, like water on the bars 
Of quiet shores, moaning in weird affright ; 
Have seen deep shadows veil the wood from 

sight, 
And lovely silence wrap the ghostly scars 
Of blasted trees, wreathing their gaunt, bare 

spars; 
And watched the primrose bum with spectral 

light. 
Then faint-blown fragrance from the folded 

flowers 
Was incense borne from shrines of mystic faith, 
While through the utter silence naught but rest 
Of voiceless peace proclaimed the slumbering 

hours. 
And I, who saw the night, seemed more a 

wraith 
Of being pained with beauty unexpressed. 



76 



^ BEYOND THE DAY V 

Like limpid stream of murmuring loveliness, 
That glimmers garland -crowned in bosky 

shade ; 
Or laughs in echoing music down the glade, 
As though it fled the sunlight's soft caress : 
Or sudden thrill of wild melodious stress 
Of song the fluting thrush flings unafraid 
On flashing wing that gleams through silence 

made 
More sweetly silefht by his joy's excess : 
So, through the golden fret of wavering trees. 
The fancy sees a dream of beauty wing 
Its flight, and bears the rapture in the heart ; 
Or hears in cadence low the ecstasies 
Of choiring chords far and elusive sing. 
And sweet beyond the faltering strains of art. 
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^ VISION 

Transporting forms drift past me, veiled 

in cloud 
Where wavering glow soft lights of mystic hue; 
As golden shapes of sunset fade to view, 
While purpling glooms its paling fires enshroud. 
Upbome by gentle winds they pass in proud 
And silent beauty, while they beckoning woo 
My ravished heart unresting to pursue 
Their charms with more than earthly grace 

endowed. 
These are the spirit-shapes of air that lead 
The poet's heart with silent loveliness. 
Along the paths of love, where they are fain ; 
Until he dreams their beauty into deed 
That trembles with their rapture's sweet excess. 
And spells their loveliness in noble strain. 
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^ DIES BEATUS 

Hast thou a day of perfect gladness known, 
Whose morning rose with sweet surprise of day; 
And, while its hours serene slow passed away. 
The tempered sun from cloudless heavens 

shone : 
When fragrant airs from peaceful valleys 

blown. 
Laden with sweetness toyed from leaf to spray 
And filled the woods, where golden shadows 

lay, 
With lulling song in murmured undertone? 
Through all its gracious hours hast thou been 

free 
To share the tranquil mood of Nature's joy. 
And feel her healing calm at last suffice ; 
Has thy soul sung with inward harmony. 
While beauty won thee from thy care's annoy? 
Then thou hast dwelt one day in paradise ! 
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y. THE VEIL OF CARE 

My heart is veiled with care and heaviness, 

Which mock the day, so that I scarce behold 

The beauty of the autumn's flaming gold. 

For bitterness my lips may not confess. 

In vain I hear, above my heart's distress, 

The riot joy of winds in music told 

Of shaken boughs, which mock at threatening 

cold 
To wanton in the paling sun's caress. 
Upon my heart the splendid scene is lost : 
For me the slumbering flames of autumn pale 
Before the pang of urgings unexpressed ; 
Discordant sound the trees in laughter tossed, 
And coaxing winds decoy without avail 
To soothe the heart with hidden cares distressed. 
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>( RESOLUTION / 

I 

/ Silent I stand and face my vexed estate, 
I As one who dauntless strives, yet fights to lose ; 
Despite the toil, I see the good I choose 
Unveil at last the frown of bitter hate. 
Nobly I dreamed, my hopes should mock at 

fate. 
And from exalted heights win widened views. 
Where naught of worth their empire should 

refuse ; 
And I should gain my crown, though winning 

late. 
Uncrowned among the moment's mimic kings 
I toil the servant of ignoble lords, 
And spend the heavenly gift in menial cares. 
Through wearying days with faith undone the 
things 

I Of splendid vision pale to mocking words, 
I And more the scoming years deny my prayers. 
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>/ RESOLUTION 

II 

What, though I languish, I will not relent, 
Nor yield the dream of hope in saddened toil ; 
But I will meet my fate and rend its coil, 
Until the heart of life with hope is spent 
Though with my hands I toil, not full content, 
Though selfishness bereave me for its spoil. 
My heart shall rest at peace and not embroil 
My days with strife the calmer hours repent 
When hedged about and knowing not my way, 
I shall press forward, though I faint and fall. 
And spend the strength imperious hours release 
To prove the hope which will not let me stay ; 
Nor suffer, that my task the soul enthrall. 
Or bitterness shall rob my heart of peace. 
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CONSECRATION 

There fell a day, I hold in memory, 
When thou before my youthful eyes, O Muse, 
Camest arrayed in light to bid me choose, 
^ Whom I would serve, the gods of men, or thee. 
Fame beckoned with exulting hand to me ; 
And varied powers, I felt its voice enthuse. 
Strove for high mastery I could not refuse : 
Whilst thou apart didst stand in poor degree. 
I loved thee then with pure, undoubting heart. 
And to thy presence all my being rose ; 
But bitter seemed the service at thy shrine. 

(Yet with a faith serene I bade depart 
The boon of fame, and cast my lot with those 
Who hold thee, through the world's contempt, 
divine. 
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^ TO THEODORE THOMAS 

Honor and reverence we bring to thee 
From hearts thou hast uplifted and refined ; 
In them behold thy lofty soul enshrined, 
A sovereign of the realms of harmony. 
With calm of stately thought, and mastery 
Exalted genius lends, thine art supreme. 
The passionate in song and placid theme, 
Doth lead through mingled choirs in just 

degree. 
How passed the song, how mounting phrase 

and strain 
Were led in harmony, thou dost divine. 
And to the symboled chords their soul restore. 
Thine is the worshiped power to wake again 
The melodies of fancy, fleeting, fine, 
And breathe the spirit on the master's score. 
December 7, igo4. 
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BEETHOVEN 

Upon hearing the Allegretto of the Seventh symphony 

Are there far heights to all the world denied, 
O master Soul ! wher^ thou in toil hast scaled ; 
Some mount of song, where other hands have 

failed 
Who dared its ways in academic pride ? 
Some rarer air to stay thy spirit's tide 
Hast thou upon its arduous summit gained, 
Where themes, that else were discords harsh 

and strained, 
Upon its spirit-calm in rapture vied ? 
With prelude deep, harmonious, thy song 
Doth mount with kindling theme from phrase 

to phrase ; 

fA.nd, like the chant of vast celestial choir, 
[ts strains ineffable are borne along, 
. Mingling in chorused harmonies of praise, 
\ That on the calm of heights divine expire. 
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DANTE 

Thou, whom the centuries have called divine 
And borne thy memory to purer fame ; 
Whom every age adorns with fresh acclaim, 
And alien lands among its loved enshrine ; 
Whose laurels, still, with brighter lustre shine, 
Than when thy land repaid thy love with 

shame ; 
Who hast among the great a steadfast name, 
No barriers of sea and speech confine : 
Thy country had no better gift for thee. 
Than cup of exile brimmed with bitter tears 
And poor contempt for thy exalted song ; 
They worshiped not thy genius, but degree 
Of those who perished with forgotten years ; 
And paid thy love and zeal with grievous wrong. 
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MILTON 

I HEAR a strange and solemn music rise 

At mention of thy name, O Milton ! and 

Vast warring hosts of fallen spirits grand, 

Though awful, pass before my wondering eyes. 

Or, won by calmer scenes of Paradise, 

My vision wanders in a pleasant land 

Of gracious skies, where pure desires command 

Unfailing joys no evil power denies. 

I hear enraptured strains of heavenly choirs 

Echoed in fading sweemess from the spheres ; 

And see, scarce veiled, the majesty of pure 

Exalted spirits who, as day expires, 

Descend to speak their charge to guileless ears 

Of innocence, and warn it to endure. 
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SWINBURNE 

I 

Thou with strange sovereignties art dowered 
more, 

Than yet on England's muse have been be- 
stowed, 

To clothe with lustrous splendor words which 
glowed 

In secret till thou didst their Rames explore. 

In airy melodies thy measures soar 

Through strains unheard, save in thy marvel- 
ous mode ; 

Or pass with varied sweetness through the ode, 

Sounding majestic as a surf-swept shore. 

In runes of rippling music thou hast sung. 

Whose weird, wild magic trembles with 
delight. 

Or spells in cadenced loveliness thy dream. 

And, like majestic anthems heard among 

The grieving pines swept by the winds of night, 

Thy choral measures lead their tragic theme. 
August II, igoy. 
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SWINBURNE 

II 

Thou alchemist of words, transmuting what 
Was common seeming into airy flight, 
Where music sounds with vague, exhaled 

delight 
Of murmuring words in cadenced sweetness 

wrought ! 
While others sing with pain of labored thought. 
Thou dost with swift, impetuous strains indite, 
And clothe with being soft and exquisite 
The loveliness that they in vain have sought. 
Like one who, dancing, weaves soft fold on fold 
Of vestment, light as trembling veil of cloud. 
Through which transporting charms gleam 

vaguely seen, 
But pleasing more for beauty they withhold : 
Thou dost in lovely guise the thought enshroud 
And veil thy labored sense in mystic sheen. 
September 8, igoj. 
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FITZGERALD 



/ How strange that he, who fled from blatant 
fame 
To dwell unnoticed in capricious ease, 
And while his hours in careless ministries. 
Should win from Time the gift of cherished 

name! 
But, like a flower too common for acclaim. 
Which flaunts no eager spread of leaf to please 
Nor scents with ardent bloom the wayward 

breeze, 
That men may seek, whence its strange won- 
der came : 
Doubting and shrinking through his years he 

passed 
Consoled with fine esteem and constant love; 
Till, from the strife for fame and place apart. 
He sang without the pangs of toil, at last, 
A song whose haunting sweemess dwells above 
The world he spumed and soothes its fevered 
heart. 
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THE MINOR POETS 



Complain not if the ignorant with disdain 
Would banish you from greatness with a name; 
Enough, within you burned the ardent flame 
The Muse inspires, if ye have sung in vain. 
Through inefiectual songs your hearts com- 
plain, 
Weep, and exult, taking no heed for fame 
Beyond the passing moment's weak acclaim 
For having touched its mood in pleasing strain. 
Of old ye were the priests who kept the shrine 
Of Poetry, when ruder age conspired 
To banish loveliness from sordid days ; 
And for your worship some immortal line 
Still speaks to us the beauty ye desired, 
When faltering accents failed to sing its praise. 
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IN THE BEGINNING 

I 

Beauty shall be my witness, spake the 

Word 
Which fell upon the slumbering world and 

gave 
It form, and from vast chaos brought accord 
Of seas and lands, where swept a shoreless 

wave. 
Upon the pregnant lands It fell, and they 
A meaning strange and wonderful beheld. 
And felt their waste and barrenness obey 
A kindled sun which day and night compelled. 
Forth from the barren, crownless waste there 

rose 
Sceptre and diadem of leaf and life ; 
The seas conceived, the valleys felt the throes 
Of gentle births with petaled sweetness rife. 
And Time the seasons set in gracious round 
Of flowers to make the barren wastes abound. 
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IN THE BEGINNING 

II 

Then spake the Word again, Let there be 

seed, 
And patient days wherein the seed is hid, 
Until the time be spent for it decreed 
To bring forth tender shoots and grow amid 
Its kind through weeks of fostering sun and 

rain; 
And when its strength hath compassed growth, 

let there 
Be hours wherein its radiant soul again 
Shall open mystic beauty to the air : 
That men may see and heed my witness, till. 
Through gracious loveliness they shall behold 
The presence of the Lord; and know His will. 
Which doth their hearts and lowly flowers 

enfold. 
And Time with gracious seasons clothed the 

earth. 
Anew, from death with sweet successive birth. 
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IN THE BEGINNING 

III 

When sun and dew had wrought the mystic 

birth, 
And patient weeks had fed the life begun, 
Upon a gracious day the fostering earth 
Yielded the soul of beauty to the sun. 
With rapture strange and mystical men hailed 
The loveliness bom in the fragrant dawn, 
And knew the Lord; but, when the beauty 

failed. 
They thought no more upon the vision gone. 
They spumed the pregnant stalk, when bloom 

was spent. 
And passed unheeding by the dusty leaf 
Which hid within its life a ravishment 
Whose loveliness, like passing dreams, was 

brief. 
And, when its soul was hence, they spumed 

the seed 
Of beauty waiting for its day decreed. 
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IN THE BEGINNING 

IV 

Send men my likeness, spake the Word again, 
For they have scorned my Presence in their 

pride; 
And, when the waiting seed and stalk seemed 

vain, 
Unto their hearts' desires they turned aside. 
Let them behold my messengers of light. 
Who shall with wisdom lift their hardened 

hearts. 
And rend the veil before their spirits' sight 
To know the Lord before His grace departs. 
Out of the wilderness let prophets cry 
The warning of their doom ; and, when these 

cease. 
Send men the souls of light to magnify 
With everlasting song my ways of peace. 
Thence dawned celestial song's immortal sway 
Clothing with light divine the common day. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF ART 

Scorn not the Past and deem it little worth, 
As though its light in veiling shadows lay ; 

(For art is truth and has no yesterday, 
But shines resplendent from remotest birth. 
Seen from the Present's patronizing dearth, 
A light eternal shines upon the way 
Impassioned beauty wrought and mocked 

decay, 
Transforming with a power divine the earth. 
The theme, which in some golden age inspired 
A laboring heart to sing of human truth. 
Until its faltering accents rose sublime. 
To latest age, while beauty is admired, 
Shall sound sweet as its measures fell in youth 
And charm a world unknowing age and clime. 
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^ THE SONNET 

To % R, H. 

A CRY of mirth, a vision rapt and sweet, 

That lingers but to fix a passing spell ; 

A murmuring wind, where woodland shadows 

dwell ; 
And pale -green flowers that bloom in shy 

retreat : 
A sigh or tear some troubled heart to greet ; 
A cry of woe, when struggling doubts compel ; 
The moaning of the sea within a shell ; 
A moment-light to speed unwary feet : — 
Like gracious joy we but a moment hold. 
Whose memory has sacred place among 
The sweet delights we knew in days of gold, 
These in the sonnet's golden strain are sung, 
. Whose rapture falls to echoing silence, ere 
Its music swells upon enchanted air. 
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IN FIELDS AND WOODS 

1 

They said to me, that Poesie was dead 
And desolation lay upon the shrine 
Of song ; and, now, the mocking echoes spread 
Unholy cries, where dwelt the sacred Nine. 
Silent I heard their scorn : for Trade had filled 
Their thoughts, and spell of sordid facts had 

bound 
Their servile minds, while Greed and Gain 

had stilled 
The voice of song with their derisive sound. 
Unto the fields and woods I turned : still sung 
Within their trembling shades the melodies 
Of dreams ; and, still, the cool, long shadows 

flung 
The witchery of dryads through the trees ; 
Still, through the fields the wild, free voice of 

earth I heard. 
And Poesie's undying breath the forest stirred. 



98 



THE LOST ESTATE 



How shall I speak of things diviner than 
The thoughts which busy men through hurried 

days, 
And win espousal for the better ways 
Which shall conform their lives to nobler plan? 
The jeweled gold lies dead before the man 
Who feeds upon sensation, till its maze 
Of poor emotion blinds his spirit's gaze, 
And he prefers the brazen charlatan. 
Yet, is the pearl a gem, though groveling beast 
From its pure lustre turn with noise aside ; 
And, when the common herd are perished, least 
With greatest, and forgotten with their pride. 
It shall endure, a spark of heavenly fire, 
That will the years with loveliness inspire. 
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THE LOST ESTATE 

II 

Shall I be silent for the poor excuse, 
That worthy words with art sincere addressed 
Find tardy commerce with the day distressed 
By gossip habited in tales profuse ; 
And seek no audience for lofty use 
Of song, but blush with shame to be confessed 
A Poet, when that name with smile suppressed 
Is heard by those in mind and soul obtuse? 
Nay ! though the song to instant silence fall, 
And for its toil no gift be made but scorn. 
Or pity mouthed in scoffing ears : to last, 
Exultant strain, if but its music call, 
My spirit shall upon its tide be borne 
Content, that in my soul the vision passed. 
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THE LOST ESTATE 

III 

Dost thou despise the jewel of ray serene, 
For brazen glitter which shall tarnish soon, 
Though gleaming now with'splendor in the 

noon, 
So by the vulgar crowd its gloss be seen ? 
To every fool the brazen light is sheen 
Which pleases well his careless wit with boon 
Enchantment, he can share with each buffoon 
Who takes delight in vulgar things and mean. 
But, from each facet of the jewel pours forth, 
To eyes that may receive the kindling ray, 
A gleam of radiance transporting fair 
With hue and loveliness, surpassing worth 
Of gauds ; where purest fires of beauty play. 
Flung like a song upon the silent air. 
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THE LOST ESTATE 

IV 

Come, now, and let us reason face to face 
About your smallness and this art of mine 
To prove, if things ye cherish are divine 
As song, or loveliness of sculptured grace. 
Name me the craven lord who spoiled a race 
For plundered wealth, if men his name en- 
shrine ; 
Or mention now the man and his design 
The crowd with plaudits raised to loftiest place. 
Then will I hold my peace and sing to skies, 
The sun, and listening trees, the spirit's song ; 
Nor trouble more this frantic, busied age. 
But ye are silent with averted eyes ; 
For from the past ye see advance a throng 
Whose words are time's enduring heritage. 
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THE LOST ESTATE 



Shall Song neglected mourn a lost estate, 
Silenced by brazen clamor of this age ; 
And still its voice, abashed amid the rage 
For sudden fame among the vulgar great ? 
It shall not mourn, but sing with heart elate. 
Leaving the clamorous day to strife and wage 
Whose smallness will endure in heritage. 
If vulgar name may lure discerning Fate. 
What, though despised, it lives above all scorn ; 
Though poor, its aspirations shall not trade 
With clownish wealth for estimation mean : 
But, in itself divine, it shall be borne 
Where kindled visions fare; and shall persuade. 
When clamor fails, with loveliness serene. 
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THE SERVITUDE TO POWER 

Uneasily we bear a mutual yoke, 
Or join in banded strength to serve a cause 
Wherein we share not equal rights in laws, 
Whose powers we suffer but may not revoke. 
Bitter is service, when it feels the stroke 
Of chastisement — where lordship overawes, 
But from the calmer mind no reverence 

draws ; — 
And wears upon the heart a bondman's cloak. 
Better a lot, where freedom yields the days 
To tasks the heart may cheer through wearying 

hours 
Blest with the toil that servile care removes ; 
Than strife for place, where each some lord 

obeys, 
Doing obeisance to his meaner powers. 
And only follows, what the crowd approves. 
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TO BABYLON THE GREAT 



Thou hast eschewed a king and feared a lord, 
My Country ! and for liberty hast paid 
Thy sons ; and when assailed, still unafraid, 
Upon its altar hast thy blood outpoured. 
Thy patriots died in vain ! now, Wealth adored 
Grasps with a tyrant's hand the State betrayed; 
Thy cities tremble and are sore dismayed 
At Evil throned and sceptred by the horde. 
Thou hast begot a multitude of kings. 
And lords of all degree rule over thee, 
Since thou art mad for wealth and perjured 

gold. 
Thou art deceived ! and, now, thy folly brings 
Upon thee chain and yoke of misery 
More galling than thy fathers feared of old. 
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TO BABYLON THE GREAT 

II 

Hast thou, my Country, thought upon these 

things, 
What makes a nation great with lasting name, 
The ages shall revere ; and what builds fame 
Secure, so time but exaltation brings ? 
Hast thou, my Country, fearing lords and kings 
Made justice mould thy State in lasting frame; 
Hast kept thy rulers from reproach of shame, 
And pledged thy zeal, where only honor 

springs ? 
Hast thou taught youth, that righteousness. 

exalts 
A nation ; then deceived them with thy deeds, 
And made thy schools play hypocrite for gain ? 
Hast thou polluted trust with public faults. 
And boasted of thy wealth, while honor bleeds? 
Then tremble ; for thy patriots died in vain ! 
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TO BABYLON THE GREAT 

III 

Why must the base still lead thy worthy deed, 
My Country, clinging with perverted zeal 
To ignorance of multitudes, whose weal 
From passions of the moment doth proceed ? 
Do truth and worth a specious glamour need 
To make them to the multitude appeal ; 
Must righteousness in forced submission kneel 
With throngs deluded by a vulgar creed ? 
What thou wouldst be, confess with public 

voice. 
And fearless stand firm in the strength of right 
To guide the restless multitudes in ways 
Sincere ; and cast no more thy better choice 
By clamor of the public's crude delight, 
But lead thy people unto lasting praise. 
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TO BABYLON THE GREAT 

IV 

Give ear, O People, whom the Lord hath 

found, 
When ye were pilgrims in a savage land, 
And exiles for your faith ; by kindred banned. 
By kings and priests with harsh oppression 

ground ! 
Then was a man unto his brother bound 
By equal laws and rights, that stayed his hand 
With honor's righteous strength, that he might 

stand 
Serene and confident when evil frowned. 
Behold ! your boasted strength is rottenness 
Of greed; and Evil rules your threatened State; 
Freedom is mocked and every sacred right 
Is scorned to helpless silence, while ye press 
With mad, unceasing haste to wax more great 
In stolen wealth, and hide your shame from 

sight. 
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TO BABYLON THE GREAT 



Give ear, O People, and again return 
Unto the ways your fathers sought for peace ; 
Rise with united wisdom and release 
Your fettered land, and gilded idols spurn ! 
Search but your hearts for laws and creeds; 

and learn, 
Your evils shall not pass nor perils cease, 
Until with equal toil ye earn increase, 
And equal rights shall be your State's concern. 
Learn, that your fellow's need is more than law. 
And none should serve to feed a patron's ease ; 
That public acts should pass in open light. 
So power may not the hands of Justice awe : 
And learn, yet more, though ye should do all 

these. 
That freedom is the individual's right. 
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TO BABYLON THE GREAT 

VI 

Bow not before your gods of System, though 
With pious care their forms were once en- 
shrined ; 
Nor steadfast cling to chartered writs, that bind 
The present with a debt it does not owe. 
Take not the letter from the past, but know 
The present with a calm and equal mind ; 
And seek with still unwearying zeal to find, 
What wisdom should upon the hour bestow. 
Learn, that a wrong for retribution cries. 
Despite the writ of law inviolate ; 
And Justice can not be appeased, till law 
No more with shams a sacred right denies, 
Nor crushes out a human need with weight 
Of system and its mockery of awe. 
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KENSINGTON 



Peace, peace, the world is well ! the wealthy 

cry, 
Our slaves by thousands we have housed and 

fed, 
Who but for us would starve and lack the 

bread 
And sustenance our staring mills supply. 
Peace, peace ! rouse not the slaves we pacify 
With brutish pleasures, lest thou lift their head 
To know themselves our equals, and they 

tread 
Us under, if we more their rights deny. 
Is it not well, that they should live in hut 
And hovel round our broad, pretentious 

grounds. 
And bring a tribute to our coffer's store ? 
Could we have hands unsoiled and dainty but 
For their contorted limbs and ghastly wounds ; 
Or dwell at ease, did they not labor sore ? 
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THE CRY OF WEALTH 

Peace, peace ! the wealthy cry, the world is 

well, 
We know not how nor why; but while we 

seize 
Our pilfered store and drowse in silken ease. 
We care not if the crime make earth a hell. 
Peace, peace ! no law can reach us, nor compel 
Our honor's drowsing sense to its decrees ; 
For we can buy the people as we please. 
And laugh secure at threat of prison cell. 
Peace, Poet, sing your mistress' eyes, instead ! 
Leave Church and School with golden chains 

be led, 
And call not Heaven's witness to the shame : 
But dress our social crimes with gentle name, 
To leave us hug our stolen gold awhile ; 
Lest those we rob should threaten and revile. 
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TO THE WISE 

Reform, reform ! ye cry, and it is well ; 
But in reform search deep and find the root 
Of harm, that bears the noisome seed of hell. 
And pluck it up but crop not off the shoot. 
Maddened at crime against your liberty 
And State, ye rise with righteous wrath aflame 
To crush usurpers of your trust, but see 
Not how your laws have sown the seeds of 

shame. 
Thrust out the sinners and their deeds condemn. 
And visit them with punishment that mates 
The crime ; and, then, consider, what has them 
Produced, and mend, what makes the repro- 
bates. 
Else, when ye cast a tyrant down, the hour 
Will lift a greater tyrant into power. 
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THE PROPHETS 

I 

I SAID in bitterness, the world is wrong, 
So made by men but not by God ordained ; 
And, what is pure in spirit, use has stained 
To fleshly pattern made to please the throng. 
I looked and saw the noble bound with thong 
And gyve of custom, ignorance had feigned 
For justice; while the base and common 

reigned 
As lords, with honors which to kings belong : 
And when occasion had the sorest need 
Of righteousness and minds elect to see. 
The lai^est good amid the discontent 
Of selfishness of place and sateless greed ; 
Chance and the popular fatuity ^ 
Had throned a fool to frame the government. 
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THE PROPHETS 

II 

Isaiah, xiii 

And then of old I heard the Prophets cry, 
The Lord will break the wicked in His day 
Of wrath, and men shall faint and flee away, 
When they behold His swift destruction nigh. 
And Babylon shall fall, and wild beasts lie 
Within her palaces of sin ; and they. 
Who lived in evil, God will thrust and slay, 
While sun and moon and stars shall fail the sky. 
The Lord will shake the heavens, and the earth 
Shall tremble till the pride of man shall cease : 
Then will the Lord the righteous man uphold ; 
And he, who hath been upright from his birth, 
Shall be exalted and shall have increase 
Of his own worth, beyond the price of gold. 
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THE PROPHETS 

III 

The world is wrong except in goading days, 
Which rouse men from accustomed sophistries 
To probe with earnest minds the slow disease 
That spreads infectious through their social 

ways. 
Then, while the common impulse spurs and 

sways 
The people, place and wealth no longer please ; 
But truth and justice lead their zeal to seize 
The flagrant evil, which their cause betrays. 
Repentant now and upright in their dread. 
In that momentous hour they hold no more 
The general voice divine ; but seek with zeal 
A Prophet, whom the Lord to truth hath led, 
That he may show them wisdom and restore 
Their wonted peace and, what has vexed them, 

heal. 
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THE PROPHETS 

IV 

Why should we hold our peace, when discon- 
tent 
Of righteousness, what men seek most, es- 
chews. 
And marks how every boasting creed pursues 
Hypocrisy and mars, what good was meant ? 
Then silence to the evil gives assent, 
If he, whose heart inspired holds juster views. 
Withhold the word that chastens and renews 
His age, and castigates the insolent. 
Though every age has slain its Prophets, when 
The truth they spoke convicted it of wrong ; 
Or gave them scourge and prison for reward : 
The Lord yet sends His Prophets unto men. 
And with the weak confounds the crafty strong. 
That truth may triumph through His will 
restored. 
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THE PROPHETS 



Within the universal heart of man 
Justice and truth are throned in primal power ; 
And to them thoughts and deeds in secret hour 
Are led for sanction, or their righteous ban. 
Blindly, or guided by the strength of plan 
And purpose, whose intent is wisdom's dower. 
They build the individual worth to tower 
And bulwark that entrench the partisan. 
So is the world to righteousness secured. 
And goodness speaks to hearts, as friend to 

friend ; 
But left unto each heart begets the zeal 
Of Pharisee, or hypocrite allured 
By power and place, unless a Prophet rend 
The selfish mask and lead the public weal. 
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THE PROPHETS 

VI 

Nature doth never heal with pitying grace, 
But both destroyer and the stricken slays ; 
Till evil from its face with slow decays 
It sweeps, that growth untainted may have 

space. 
But man hath God endowed to purge his race 
From wrong insidious, though Nature stays 
Not for his succor ; and to heal what preys 
Upon his state and makes its glory base. 
The world is wrong, but through its error glows 
Truth throned within the heart of all with light 
To guide the choice of what is wise and great; 
And it were healed if men but met the foes 
Enslaving them in wrong, and purged their 

sight 
To see the hand that leads to pure estate. 
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THE PROPHETS 

VII 

Though patterned wise and great, wrong 

doth ensue 
By use, and custom's slow inheritance 
Of state and wonted ways; and through ex- 
panse 
Of power evil perverts the juster view. 
Wrong is inflicted when the hoarse ado 
Of fatuous splendor, by some trick of chance 
Approval, turns the public eye askance 
From quiet worth to glamour they shall rue. 
But wisdom sure and viewing wide proceeds 
From him, who stems the crowd and holds his 

voice 
From clamorous applause at bold pretence : 
And learns in quiet ways the juster deeds, 
Which build a nation's strength; and lofty 

choice 
Of righteousness, that leads to eminence. 
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